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LXXX
An aquila sings with its nosy white Gainst the locking-blue sky with its noteworthy eye Driving and destroying the hard, harsh wry Fevers and phagadaenic strokes and fright Aren't I that aquila to drink thy light Of myriad wave lengths-triggering ray After ray to melt into sentiments and whey Pouring a coolth through Moon-stones straight Into my cup of heart and please every move Of limbs', serpentine, mazy, waiting for a vision. Aquila tells, Life-sentences and love The orbs frisk, fevers reign and venom in action But ash-spear ashed and offer'd now Shall annul e'ery ill and annex me Fnto thy faction.
LXXXl
This gross is no soul nor am I big; Though off Big Bang sprung I desire none Nor disdain nor dread an end or moan O'er this miss or that in this yuga of one leg. Let me hang on like telescopists' tag For a swim of light-flash, subtle in tone Striking me down with a charge in the cone Of a sky mine eyes scoop from the keg Of Earth on which I sit watch watch Would egg after egg be hierarchically toss'd Like as a petall'd forest of lotus to unlatch In which murmuring word-bees be ever lost. Thick woody-crowded-pistill'd wisdom's catch In a moony trope of thought Mathura to host.                                     Ets and sacred scripture As one l-know-not-field, a great hiccup Of analytical thought, its stricture In an envelop in unconvey'd step Towards yours, a draperied picture! destiny, yuga and its mime.
